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MORAL TALES. “ And in such a night as this, Irwan. Oh heaven tl There is no time to consider,” replied Irwan, 
—— a when shall I sleep ?”’—* Thou fool !’—Ellen heard | “ our deeds must be instantaneous—this, this,’ con- 








no more: for they had crossed the hall, and unbar- i tinued he, “‘ shall effect it.”” Ellen gazed, and saw 
The Wiite.—A Dream. ring a ponderous door, they slowly ascended some | her child in the fell monster’s gripe—her head 
Tue storm still raged, and Ellen’s heart still beat! steps, which, apparently, led to the upper apart- | whirled round, and madness raged within. The 
with terror. In the pauses of the thundering ele-| ments, and disappeared. Again her thoughts were || casement was thrown open, and the waves, swelled 
ments, the raven’s shrieks alone were heard, and to) chaos.— Stab him while he sleeps!” she cried, || by the late storm, were heard, m hollow, chilling 
her startled ear they sounded like the shrieks of) ‘‘ Oh heaven!’’ A sudden thought gleamed upon |sounds, to dash against the tower. Already had Ir- 
death. She pressed her burning forehead, and leay- her brain, and quick as her trembling limbs would | wan raised the boy, who, crying, stretched his little 
ing the tremendous forests, rushed wildly over a| carry her, she followed the murderers’ track. Pass- | arms for safety to his mother. Already he appeared 
draw-bridge, swift as her feet would bear her. The! ing the heavy portal, she listened, but heard them /to cast him from him, when, regardless of every 
place she entered was an ancient desolated hall,) not—wildly she rushed on; the winding steps flew (other tie, she darted from her husband’s side, and 
where many a tattered trophy hung around, which| beneath her; she ascended an immense height, in snatched her Henry from his threatened death, and, 
flapped with solemn murmuring to and fro, as the! pitchy darkness, fearful every moment, in her haste, | sinking with him to the ground, was raising her eyes 
winds whistled through the broken casements. She of dashing down some broken chasm. At length a | towards heaven, when they encountered Maurice, 
stopped for breath, and, trembling, turned her eyes light glimmered on the rugged stones, of which the) who at that moment plunged his dagger in her hus- 
to see if still the assassin followed—but all wasdark!| tower (for such appeared what she was now encom-| band’s heart! Uttering a dreadful piercing shriek, 
Scarce knowing how to act, she leaned against al passed by,) was formed, and presently she beheld she—awoke—finding herself encircled in her belov 
mutilated pillar, and clung, like the ivy’s tendrils,| those whom she pursued. Slackening her pace, she | ed Edmund’s arms, while her sweet boy lay calmly 
round it for support. Awhile the thunder ceased,| breathed awhile, though still keeping them in view. | sluinbering by her. Her joy was unutterable—im- 
but still the rain poured down in torrents—sinking Seeming to have gained the height, they forced printing a kiss upon his rosy cheek, and enfolding 
on her knees, her lips breathed holy wishes, and she Open an iron door, and entered. Regardless of her her husband still closer to her heart, she breathed a 
addressed herself to heaven; but soon again the, danger, (for the events of the night had followed in silent, grateful prayer to Heaven, that "twas but 


thunders rolled, and as the lightnings darted round, | such quick succession, that they had nearly un- a—dream. 
once more she saw the ruffian whom she dreaded :/ throned her reason,) she still continued on, nor 
uttering a convulsive cry, which fortunately was bu-, stopped till she had also reached the entrance. Be- THE TRAVELLER, 
ried in the raging of the tempest, she clung still yond appeared a dismal prison, and in a niche, some — = 
nearer to the pillar, and scarcely dared to breathe— one stretched on straw, in slumber—no doubt the’ TRAWBLS IN THE MOGUL EMPIRE. 
her eyes were fixed upon him; at intervals the. murderers’ victim. Not daring to advance further, | BY FRANCIS BERNIER. 
flashes made him visible ; he advanced—again—still she saw but imperfectly, though understanding that! 4 Persian, who wishes to indulge in any satiri 
nearer—she now heard his footsteps—he was within’ their intention was to murder while he slept, she) ©) merriment at the expense of the Indians, relates 
a stride of where she lay—in suspensive agony she was surprised to hear Maurice, as his companion |, fow such anecdotes as the following. When Shad- 
watched—he was opposite her, muttering some named him, awake the stranger. “‘ Are ye then Jehan had made several fruitless attempts to subdue 
words of dark intent—another flash, more vivid) come?” in feeble accents, he exclaimed. She 4, arrogance of the aibassador, whom no argu- 
than the rest, glanced o’er a dagger which he held ;' thought she knew the sounds, but remembrance told rents or caresses could induce to salute the Great 
it met her eye, and she sank insensible on the! her not whose they were. “ And has the curst, the Mogul according to the Indian mode, he devised this 
pavement. | cruel Baron, then determined! what has his malice | artifice to gain his end. He commanded that the 
When Ellen awoke to feeling, the storm-fiend; 4t length invented? Am I to be hurled from the grand entrance of the court leading to the Am-kas, 
howled no more, the thunder’s bursts were hushed, | ©asement of this tower, to dash from rock to rock, | where he intended to receive the ambassador, should 
until I reach my grave—the waves that wash its pe closed, and the wicket only left open; a wicket 
base ? or has he still more lingering torments for go Jow that a man could not pass through without 
me ?’’-—‘‘ The Baron is merciful, you may still live,” stooping, and holding down the head, as is custom- 
cried Ellen’s persecutor, but on this condition—con- | ary in making the Indian salam. Shad-Jehan hoped 
sent to let the Baron possess your wife, the beaute- by this expedient to have it in his power to say that 
ous and Ellen started, for herself was named. the ambassador, in approaching the royal presence, 
Heavens ! was it possible! could it be her idolized bowed the head even nearer to the ground than is 
Edmund they were going to murder? Where was usual in his court; but the proud and quick-sighted 
she? Who was the Baron? And how came her | Persian, penetrating into the Mogul’s design, enter 
husband there? All passed over her thoughts, and | ed the wicket with his back turned toward the king 
she vainly tried to recollect. “ Never,” cried Ed- | Shad-Jehan, vexed to see himself overcome by the 
mund, “ never will I consent—sooner would I che- | ambassador’s stratagem, said indignantly, “ Eh 
rish the envenomed adder in my bosom, than see her ped-bakt, wretch! didst thou imagine thou wast 
rest on his /—sooner would I suck the poison with entering a stable of asses like thyself?” “ I did 
my lips, than see him steal a honied kiss from hers ! imagine it,” was the answer. ‘‘ Who, on going 
Consent '—No, no, ere my tongue utters such a through such a door, can believe he is visiting any 
word, may lightnings blister it !’—“ You have pro- | put asses?’ Another story is this—Shad-Jehan 
nounced your doom,” exclaimed the savage.— ‘displeased with some rude and coarse answer made 
“Yet,” said Edmund, “ spare, oh! spare my boy, by the Persian ambassador, was provoked to say 
forest, and caused her terrors—he spoke, she eager-| ™Y Son, my Henry ?”’ that name was madness! Her '« Bh-bed-bakt ; has then Shad-Abas no gentleman 
ly listened, and faintly caught these words—“ The! $0n there too! She ran, and found herself in her jn his court, that he sends me such a hair-brained 
storm is over, and dost thou still tremble, Maurice ?|) Startled husband’s arms, who pressed her fondly to | fellow?” ‘O, yes; the court of my sovereign 
Art thou still afraid, dastard?”’ “ But, to stab him!” him, while the big tears trickled from his eyes upon | abounds with polite and accomplished men ; but he 
muttered the other—and Elien’s brain throbbed.| her bosom. “ Tear them asunder,” cried Maurice. | adapts the ambassador to the king.” One day, hav 
“ And why not !—he sleeps.” They paused, and) “ No, never,” shrieked Ellen. “ Here, in my Ed- | ing invited the ambassador to dine at the royal table 
gazed upon each other; the one who bore the lamp! mund’s heart have I lived, here will I grow, and |and secking, as usual, an occasion to discompose 
seemed to shudder, for it trembled in his hand.| When you pierce his breast, mine (vo shall bleed.” || and vex him—while the Persian was busily em- 











and the feeble moon appeared attempting to break | 
through the heavy clouds that still encompassed 
and almost concealed her. The hapless lady looked 
around, but no forbidding object met her sight. 
She pressed her beating heart, and tried to recollect 
herself, but her thoughts were all confused.—“ Oh! 
what a night have I encountered,”’ she exclaimed. 
A groan was heard in answer, and she started up— 
it seemed, though distant, to come from an unfortu- 
nate—another followed, and then some words, which 
she could not perfectly distinguish, though their im- 
port was of murder. She heaved a shuddering sigh, 
and the warm blood icicled in her veins. And now, 
at the extremity of the hall, there beamed a glim- 
mering light —she looked—a man, whose eyes scowl- 
ed cruelty and malice from beneath his bushy eye- 
brows, bore it, and in the other hand he grasped a 
poniard. Again she looked, and beheld, oh hea- 
ven! the wretch who had traced her through the | 





* Slegps ?” murmured he —‘ Aye, soundly teo.”—! “ Irwan, what must be done!” asked Maurice. ' ployed in picking a great many bones, the king said 
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coolly, “ Eleltchygy, my lord ambassador, what shall | man, as soon as the flames caught her person : the || shaken down by the storm. Twenty years ago—how 
the dogs eat?” “ Kichery,” was the prompt an- | three women, who remained, then took hold of each | short a time in national history—how long in that of 
swer; a favourite dish of Shad-Jehan, and which’ other by the hand, resuming the dance with perfect Lata ce ' all tongues were speaking of the 
he was then devouring with avidity. Kichery is a! composure ; and after a short lapse of time, they also || “© Chat there betel, and to have seen the weeping, 


> : uld h . 
mess of leguminous plants, the general food of the | precipitated themselves, one after the other, into ae sa Sain aiiaieciambesen 
common people. The Mogul, inquiring what he the fire. 1 soon learnt the meaning of these multi-) the hill, and ask him who lived of old in that nook, 


thought of his new Delhi, then building, as com- plied sacrifices. The five women were slaves, and | and chance is he knows not even their name, much 
pared to Ispahan; he answered aloud, and with an || having witnessed the deep affliction of their mis- | less the story of their afflictions. That farm-house 
oath, “ Billah! billab ! Ispahan cannot be compared | tress in consequence of the iliness of her husband, || 48 inhabited by Allan Fleming, his wife, and an 
to the dust of your Delhi :’’ which reply the king | whom she promised not to survive, they were so| ay Nea ger a r “~y —— world, 
took as a high encomium upon his favourite city, |moved with compassion that they entered into an wale x tars ae Reb auanb Paes one 4 
though the ambassador intended it in sportive deri- | engagement to perish by the same flames that con-|!__.ome one creature to whom nature has been espe- 
sion, the dust being intolerable in Delhi. Lastly, || sumed their beloved mistress. cially kind, and whose personal beauty, sweetness of 
the Persians pretended that their countryman, be- | “ As I was leaving Surat for Persia, I witnessed | disposition, and felt superiority of mind and manner, 
ing pressed by Shad-Jehan to tell him candidly how | the devotion and burning of another widow : seve- || Single her out, unconsciously, as an object of attrae- 
he estimated the relative power of the kings of Hin- | ral Englishmen and Dutchmen, and Mr. Chardin, of! a and fr aise, making — the May — o— of 
dostan and Persia; he observed, that he likened, Paris, were present. She was of the middle age, | ow — ay hae dog ee —e ~ 
India to a full moon fifteen or sixteen days old, and | and by no means uncomely. 1 do not expect, with | cmmane whe hed heaed tell of her ae ta cin 
Persia to a young moon of two or three days. This || my limited powers of expression, to convey a full | dropt in asif by accident, to see the beauty of Rydal- 
ingenious answer was at first very flattering to the jidea of the brutish boldness, or ferocious gaiety, de-| mere. Her parents rejoiced in their child ; nor was 
Great Mogul’s pride, but became a source of deep | picted on this woman’s countenance; of her un-| there any reason why they should dislike the expres- 
mortification when he had rightly interpreted the daunted step; of the freedom from all perturbation | = of delight and won jot with which so many re- 
ambassador’s meaning ; which was, that the king- | with which she conversed, and permitted herself to! a ey ne She was oe — bird, we as 
dom of Hindostan is now on the decline, and that) be washed; of the look of confidence, or rather of || OBG OF Der nest too; and when there was nothing 


; : i}. ape : | hear to disturb, her life was almost a perpetual hymn. 
of Persia advancing, like the crescent, in splendour | insensibility, which she cast upon us; of her easy | From joy to sadness, and from sadness to joy ; from 


and magnitude. air, free from dejection ; of her lofty carriage, void | silence to song, and from song to silence ; from still- 
. , | ‘ ini -||ness like that of the butterfly on the flower, to mo- 
But probably, the portion of Bernier’s observa- | 0f embarrassment, when she was examining her lit-| wn J at a. Ae 
tions which ox owe grommets feeling most intense- | He cabin, composed of dry and thick millet straw, | Gen a that = the a age = pee ering - the 
ly is that which relates to the sacrifice of Hindoo | With an intermixture of small wood ; when she en-| SU#SIne over the wood-top, was to Lucy as welcome 
, 


| agit .. | a change as the change of lights and shadows, breezes 
widows; to many of which horrid rites he was an), tered into that cabin, sat down upon the funeral pile, | and ng in the mountain country of her birth. 


{| ¢ %e ; | 
eye witness. From among the rest we select two | placed her deceased husband’s head in her lap, took } One summer day, a youthful stranger appeared at 
instances, being marked by peculiar circumstances, I up a torch, and with her own hand lighted the fire | the door of the house, and after an hour’s stay, du- 
which strongly affect the mind. = while pei how — peel agag ring — + i poe — they a 
“ . . . |, busily engaged in kindling it without :—well, in-) let hum have lodgimg wi em fora few months— 
in a » oe a ' en renee, Pag | deed, may | despair of representing this whole scene | @ sin, le room for bed and books, and that he would 
Ghemesives, 5 was poovent at so many cl Cx a, Aewiths and genuine feel ‘h as I expe-| take his meals with the family. Enthusiastic boy ! 
ing exhibitions, that [ could not persuade myself Gog FOOT NS GUNNND FENG, SED OP 5 GPO Thien sonter hail been the fan lila. eaedd oe 
eo Sn ie eal , _||rienced at the spectacle itself, or of painting it in| P lh 8 cage 

attend any more ; nor is it without a feeling of hor nema ie a tie one | hero of peetty belong more entirely than he to the 
ror that I revert to the subject. I shall endeavour, | Colours sufficiently vivid. My recollection of it n-) world of imagination! He had come into the free 
nevertheless, to describe what passed before my | 4¢e4 #80 vivid, that it seems only a tew days since | mountain region from the confinement of college- 
: but I cannot hope to give you an ade uate || Me horrid reality passed betore my eyes, and with | walls, and his spirit was expanded within him like 
ee oe Soe ch eg pain, | persuade myself, that it was any thing but aa rainbow. No eyes had he for realities—all nature 
conception of the fortitude dispiayed by these infa-| frightful dream. | was seen in the light ot fancy—not a single object, 
tuated victims during the whole of the frightful tra- | ""> pag eas oe i ot cumdien and gueiet Gp came. Ait Gas beneaiiel 
gedy : it must be seen to be believed. When tra- || bettas !| within the circle of the green hill tops, whether 
velling from Ahmedabad to Agra, through the ter- |) ; i | shrouded in the soft mists, or clearly outlined in a 
ritories of rajahs, and while the caravan halted in q| than twelve years of age. The poor litle creature | cloudless sky. Home, friends, colleges, cities, all 
town under the shade, until the cool of the evening, | appeared more dead than alive when she approach-) sunk away into oblivion, and Harry Howard felt, as 
news reached us that 4 widow was then on the point ed the dreadful pit: the-agony of her mind cannot | if wafted oft on the wings of a spirit, and set down 
: body of her husband I be described ; she trembled and wept bitterly; but!" @ land beyond the sea, foreign to all he had be- 

of burning herself with the body of her husband. 1) nan ; f the ‘brahmins. assisted by an old wo-| !°Te €xperienced, yet in its perfect and endless beau 

ran at once to the spot, and going to the edge of a| “Fee oF four of the NS, SENENOS Dy OB Cle Wo- 


!' man who held her under the arm, forced the unwil- || ‘Y *PPealing every hour more tenderly and strongly 
large and nearly dry reservoir, observed at the bot-|| ~ : bree /to a spirit awakened to new power, and revelling in 
tom a deep pit filled with wood ; the body of a dead || ling victim toward the fatal spot, seated her on the | new emotion. In that cottage he took up his abode 
man extended thereon ; a woman seated upon the , Wood, tied her hands and feet, lest she should run’ In a few weeks came a library of books in all lan- 
ile: four or five ecieniien setting fire to it in | @Way, and in that situation the innocent creature || guages; and there was much wondering talk over 
omen oe five middle-aged ene mom - wel] | W48 burnt alive. I found it difficult to repress my all the country-side about the mInysterious young 
pate. dh holdin one ihe b the hand tive feelings, and to prevent their bursting forth into |S@nger who now lived at the Fold. 
wensee, | 6 wee ae ee? SSS clamorous and unavailing rage; but restrained by| Every day, and when he chose to absent himself 
and dancing round the pit; and a great number of} ; : , . his hs = the hill resy bh vas | 
stators of both sexes. The pile, whereon lar, ye | Prudential considerations, I contented myself with peer e a — Sans ee a, wes eo wi aid 
onion of butter and oil had been thrown a silently lamenting the abominable superstition of }2 siete ae anti Ceaelindh to tie tetotenies 
, Was 


ron j d ink tne Gee Setenindn off thn her beauty wax more beautiful in his imagination 
soon enveloped in flames, and I saw the fire catch’ these people, and applied to it the Aanguage of Me Who Mr. Howard was, or even if that were indeed 


the woman’s garments, which were impregnated P°*s when speaking of Iphigenia, whom her father | his real name, no one knew ; but none doubted that 








sacrificed, who could not, 1 think, have been more 


, : ; . Agamemnon had offered in sacrifice to Diana. yas 0 sith w shad eve 
with scented oil, mixed with sandarach and saffron | Agamemnon had he wan of gentle birth, and all with whom he had ever 
. ; | * Sepius olim conversed in his elegant amenity, could have sworn 
powder ; but I could not perceive the slightest indi- | “ Relligio peperit scelerosa atque impia tacta, that a youth so bland and free, and with such a voice, 
: ve pasiness i : whe ‘ “ Aulide quo pacto triva V ; ; 
eation of paip, or even uneasiness in the victim, and | |e ea oad atin ——— orem | and such eyes, would not have injured the humblest 
it was said that she pronounced with emphasis the || * Ductores Danaum ‘of God’s creatures, much less such a creature as 











words five, two; to signify, that this being the fifth 
time she had burned herself with the saine husband, | ~ 
there wanted only two more similar sacrifices to | 

] 

| 


penesathenindt -nennomemadeneenaes Lucy of the Fold. It was indeed even so, for, be- 


—— LL | fore the long summer a were gone, he who had 
THE REPOSITORY. never had a sister, loved her even as if she had slept 
= on the same maternal bosom. Father or mother he 








render her perfect, according to the doctrine of the 





: oe : now had none—indeed scarcely one near relation— 

: . P > oe if @ carter »minier a From a late number of Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine. . : ; + 7 
transmigration of souls ; as if a certain reminiscence, although he was rich in this world’s riches, but in 
or prophetic spirit, had been imparted to her at that | I Es them poor in comparison with the noble endowments 
moment of her dissolution. But this was only the ViIcIssITuD ° that nature had lavished upon his mind. His guar- 





commencement of the infernal tragedy. I thought! Manyatame tradition, embalmed in a few pathe-' dians took little heed of the splendid but wayward 
that the singing and dancing of the five women were | tic —— oe a — _ — —— es iy» greedy al agama Remon —y 
, ranines - reat | most affecting incidents, to which genius has allied carrie . ‘ 7a and. 
nothing more than some CY OE ORE aif no general a ang fades like re ary and leaves Thus, the Fold became to him the one teal root 
therefore, was my astonishment, bs hon I saw that heart-rending griefs undeplored. Elegies and dirges | under the roof of heaven. All the simple on-goings 
the flames, having ignited the clothes of one of these might indeed have well been sung amidst the green) of that humble home, love and imagination beauti 
females, she cast herself head-toremost into the pit. ruins of yonder cottage, that looks now almost like | fied into poetry ; and all the rough, or coarser edges 
The horrid example was followed by another wo-|a fallen wall—at best, the remnants cf a cattle-shed, | of lowly lite, were softened away in the light of ge 
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bind the hills, she was not to be among the number | the morning of the funeral the old people—for now 
of livi —~. | they seemed to be old—wept to see hitn sitting un- 
_ Up Forest-Ullswater the youth had come by the jconscious beside their dead child—for each of the 
light of the setting sun ; and as he crossed the moun- | few remaining hours had now its own sad office, 
- : tains to Grassmere, by the majestic pass of the soli-'/and a man had come to nail down the coffin. Three 
around which was read the morning and the even- | tary Hawse, still as every new star arose in heaven, | large specks suddenly alighted on the face of the 
ing prayer. , With it arose as lustrous a new emotion trom the bo- | corpse—and then off—and on—and away—and re- 
What wild schemes does not love imagine, and in| som of his betrothed. The midnight hour had been | turning—was heard the buzzing of large hell-flies 
the face of very impossibility achieve ! “1 will take | fixed for his return to the Fold, and as he reached attracted by beauty in its corruption. ‘* Ha—ha!” 
Lucy to myself, if it should be in place of all the ||the cliffs above the Whitemoss, lo! according to starting up, he cried in horror,—* What birds of 
world. I will myself breathe light over her being, | agreement, a light was burning in the low window, prey are these, whom Satan has sent to devour the 
till in a new spring it shall be adorned with living || the very planet of love. It seemed to shed a bright | corpse?” He became stricken witha sort of palsy— 
flower. that fade not away, perennial and self-re- |, serenity over all the vale, and the moon-glittering and, being led out to the open air, was laid down, 
newed. Ina few years the bright, docile creature, waters of Rydalmere were as an image of life, pure,! seemingly as dead as her within, on the green 
shall have the soul of a very angel—and then, before | lonel ;, undisturbed, and at the pensive hour how pro-|daisied turf, where, beneath the shadow of the 
God, and at his holy altar, mine shall she become | found! “ Blessing and praise be to the gracious God ' sycamore they had so often sat, building up beauti 





nius, Uat transmuted every thing on which it fell ; 
while all the silent intimations which nature gave 
there of her primal sympathies, in the hut as fine and 
forceful as in the hall, showed to his excited spirit 
pre-eminently beautiful, and chained it to the hearth i 












for ever—here and hereafter—in this paradise of | 
earth, and if more celestial be, in the paradise of 
heaven.” 

Thus two summers and two winters wheeled away | 

into the past ; and in the change, imperceptible from | 
day to day, but glorious at last, wrought on Lucy’s | 
nature by communication with one so prodigally en-| 
dowed, scarcely could her parents believe it was | 
their same child, except that she was dutiful as be-| 
fore, as affectionate, and as fond of all the familiar, 
objects, dead or living, round and about her birth- 

place. She had now grown to woman’s stature—tall, || 
though she scarcely seemed so, except when among | 
her play-mates ; and in her maturing loveliness, ful- | 
filling, and far more than fulfilling the fair promise | 
of her childhood. Never once had the young stran-_ 
ger—stranger no more—spoken to daughter, father, | 
or mother, of his love. Indeed, for all that he felt! 
towards Lucy, there must have been some other 
word than love. Tendermess, which was almost pi- | 
ty—an affection that was often sad—wonder at her 
surpassing beauty, nor less at her unconsciousness’) 
of its power—admiration of her spiritual pee 
that ever rose up to meet instruction as if already 
formed—and that heart-throbbing that stirs the blood 

of youth when the innocent eyes it loves are beam- 

ing in the twilight, through smiles or through tears ; | 
these, and a thousand other feelings, and, above all, 

the creative faculty of a poet’s soul, now constituted 

his very being when Lucy was in presence, nor for- 

sook him when he was alone among the mountains. | 

At last it was known through the country that Mr. 
Howard, the stranger, the scholar, the poet, the ele- |, 

gant gentleman, of whom nobody knew much, but 

whom every body loved, and whose father must, at 

the least, have been a lord, was going—in a year or 

dess—to marry the daughter of Allan Fleming—Lu- 

7 of the Fold. Oh grief and shame to the parents, 

if still living, of the noble boy ! O sorrow for himself 

when his passion dies—when the dream is dissolved ; 

and when, in place of the ange! of light, who now 

moves before him, he sees only a child of earth, low-' 
ly born, and long rudely bred, a being only fair as 

many others are fair, sister in her simplicity to mai- 

dens no less pleasing than she, and partaking of ma- 

ny weaknesses, frailties. and faults now unknown 

to herself in her happiness, and to him in his love! 

Was there no one to rescue them from such a fate— 

from a few months of imaginary bliss, and from ma- | 
ny years of real bale! How could such a man as 

Allan Fleming be so infatuated as to sell his child to 

tickle youth, who would soon desert her broken- 

hearted! Yet kind thoughts, wishes, hopes, and | 
beliefs prevailed, nor were there wanting stories of 

the olden time, of low born maidens married to youths 

of high estate, and raised from hut to hall, becoming 

mothers of a lordly line of sons, that were counsel- 

lors to kings and princes. 

Inspring, Mr. Howard went away fora few montis 
—it was said to the great city of London—and on 
his return, at midsummer, Lucy was to be lis bride. 
They parted with a few peaceful tears, and though 
absent, were still together. And no@ a letter came 
to the Fold, saying, that before another Sabbath he 
would be at the Fold. A few beautiful fields in 
Easdale, long mortgaged beyond their fee-simple by 
the hard-working statesman, from whom they reluc- 
tantly were passing away, had mean while been | ur- 
chased by Mr. Howard, and in that cottage they’ 
were to abide, till they had built for themselves a 
house a little farther up the side of the sylvan hill, 
below the shadow of Helm Crag. Lucy saw the 
Sabbath of his return, and its golden sun, but it was 

in her mind’s eye only, for ere it was to descend be-, 





who framed my spirit so to delight in his beautiful and | ful visions of a long, blissful life ! 
— creation—blessing and praise to the Holy | The company assembled—but not before his eves 
ne for the boon of my Mary’s innocent and reli-| —the bier was lifted up and moved away down the 
gious love Prayers crowded fast into his soul, | sylvan slope, and away round the head of the Lake, 
and tears of joy fell from his eyes, as he stood at the and over the wooden bridge, accompanied, here and 
threshold, almost afraid in the trembling of life-deep | there, as it passed the way-side houses on the road 
affection to meet her first embrace ! | to Grassmere, by the sound of Psalms—but he saw 
In the silence, sobs and sighs, and one or two long =—he heard not—when the last sound of the spade 
deep ag wh Then in another moment, he saw rebounded frém the smooth arch of the grave, he 
through the open door of the room where Mary used. was not by ; but all the while he was lying where 
to sleep, several figures moving to and fro in the they lefthim, with one or two pitying dalesmen at 
light, and one figure upon its knees—who else could, his head and feet. When he awoke again and rose 
it be but her father! Unnoticed he became one of! up, the cottage of the Fold was as if she had never 
the pale-faced company ; and there he beheld her been born; for she had vanished for ever and aye. 
on her bed, mute and motionless, her face covered | and her sixteen years’ smiling life was all extin- 
with a deplorable beauty ; eyes closed, and her hands | guished in the dust ? 
clasped upon her breast! ‘“ Dead, dead, dead!) Weeks and months passed on, and still there was 
muttered in his ringing ears a voice from the tombs, | a vacant wildness in his eyes, and a mortal ghastli 
and he fell down in the midst of them with great ness over his face, inexpressive of a reasonable soul 
violence upon the floor. | It scarcely seemed that he knew where he was, ot 
Encircled with arms that Jay round him softer and | in what part of the earth ; yet, when left by himself, 
silkier far than flower-wreaths on the neck of achild| he never sought to move beyond the boundaries ot 
who had laid him down from play, was he when he the Fold. During the first faint glimmerings of re- 
awoke from that fit ; lying even on his own maiden’s| turning reason, he would utter her name, over and 
bed, and within her very bosom, that beat yet, al-| over, many, many times, with a mournful voice, 
though soon about to beat no more! At that blest) but still he knew not that she was dead—then he 
awakening moment, he might have thought he saw! began to caution them all to tread softly, for that 
the first glimpse of light of the morning after his sleep had fallen upon her, and her fever in its bles- 
marriage day, for her face was turned towards his sed balm might abate—then with groans too aflect 
heart, and, with her faint breathings, he felt the ing to be borne by those who heard them, he would 
touch of tears. Not tears alone now bedimmed those ask why, since she was dead, God had the cruelty 
eyes, for tears he could have kissed away, but the to keep him, her husband, in life; and finally, and 
blue lids were heavy with something that was not last of all, he imagined himself in Grasmere Chureh 
slumber ; the orbs themselves were scarcely visible, yard, and clasping a little mound on the green, 
and her voice—it was gone, to be heard never again, which it was evident he thought was her grave, he 
till in the choir of white-robed spirits, that sing at wept over it for hours and hours, and kissed it, and 
the right hand of God! placed a stone at its head, and sometimes all at once 
Yet, no one doubted that she knew him; him >reke out into fits of laughter, till the hideous faint 
who had dropt down, like a superior being, from an. '"g-fits returned, and after long convulsions, left 
other sphere, on the innocence of her simple child- | bim lying as if stone-dead! As for his bodily frame, 
hood; had taught her to know so much of her own when Lucy’s father lifted it up in his arms, little 
soul ; to love her parents with a more profound and heavier was it than a bundle of withered fern. No 
more holy love; to see, in characters more divine, bedy supposed that one so miserably attenuated and 
heaven’s promises of forgiveness to every contrite ghost-like could for many days be alive; yet not 
heart ; and a life of perfect blessedness beyond death ull the earth had revolved seven days round the 
and the grave! A smile, that shone over her face» $V", did that body die, and then it was buried far, 
the moment that she had been brought to know that far away from the Fold, the banks of Rydal water, 
he had come at last, and was nigh at hand ; and that nd the sweet mountains of Westmoreland ; for at- 
never left it while her bosom moved; no, not for ter passing like a shadow through many foreign 
all the three days and nights that he continued to lands, he ceased his pilgrimage in Palestine, even 
sit beside the beautiful corpse, when father and mo- beneath the shadow of Mount Sion, and was laid 
ther were forgetting their cares in sleep ; that smile witha lock of beautiful hair, which, from the place 


™> 


‘told all who stood around watching her departure, it held, strangers knew to have belonged to one dear 


neighbour, friend, priest, parent, and him the sud- || !y beloved—close to his heart, on which it had lain 
denly distracted and desolate, that, in the very mo- | °° long, and was to moulder away in darkness to 
ment of expiration, she knew him well, and was re- gether, by a Christian hand, and in a Christian 
commending him, and his afflictions, to the pity of Sepulchre ' 
one who died to save sinners ! : 
Three days and three nights, we have said, didhe | At a criminal trial in Ireland, a witness was thus 
sit beside her, who so soon was to have been his | recently interrogated : “ Do you think you deserve 
bride—and come or go who would into the room, to be hanged ?”—*“ No.”—** What! not deserve to 
he saw them not—his sight was fixed on the wind-, be hanged? Will you persist in saying, upon oath, 
ing sheet, eyeing it without a single tear from feet, that you do not deserve to be hanged 7’ —The crimi 
to forehead, and sometimes looking up to Heaven. nal scratched his head, and, after some moments re 
As men forgotten in dungeons have lived miserably flection, answered, ‘I don’t think I deserve to be 
long without food, so did he—and so he would have | hanged entirely.”’ 
done, on and on to the most far-off funeral day.| There is a law-book called Viner’s Abridgement, 
From that one chair, close to the bed-side, he never | occupying thirty-two stout folio volumes ! 
Night after night, when all the vale was; An Irishman having succeeded in picking a gen- 
hushed, he never slept. Through one of the mid-| tleman’s pocket, the gentleman turned round and 
nights there had been a great thunder-storm, the | caught him by the collar. ‘“ There,” said Patrick 
lightning smiting a cliff close tothe cottage,—butit handing him the money, “ See how easily J might 
seemed that he heard it not—and during the floods have picked your pocket.” 
of next day, to him the roaring vale was silent. On, A person vain of his learning is an ignoramus 





rose. 








4 THE NEW-YORK MIRROR, AND LADIES’ LITERARY GAZETTE. 





American, and other dead languages. When I 
started on board the frigate of war, my emotions 
| may be easily felt, but never described. I had not 
| taken so important a step without the advice of my 
— friends, and as the American government was at 
> aes that time negotiating a treaty with Henry concern- 

ing the Rip Rap contract, I was honoured with the 

I nave heard strange things, Mr. Morris, since I office of bearer of despatches, from the hands of 
commenced the publication of my numbers. I have | Mr. Jefferson and Mr, Adams, who were at that 
had all the old ladies and young girls about my ears time the Lieutenant Governors of the United States. 
like swarms of bumble bees or mosquitos. I have || As we doubled Sandy Hook, the scene was most 
been slandered, abused, run down, and cut up. |/surpasssingly enchanting. The lofty range of moun- 
They have criticised, they have carved and carica-|/tains which skirt the shore of Staten Island, and 
tured me, and found treason, impiety, or folly, in|! whose many-coloured, cloud-capt towers were com- 
every line Ihave written. Mrs. Primmer says, she | pletely immerged and lost in the sky, struck the ap- 
thinks I oughtto be ashamed of myself. The pretty | palled mind with wonder, astonishment, pleasure, 
Miss Rosebud declares I must be a brute ; and Mr. | gratification, and delight. I have no doubt that the 
Makemoney, the bank director, comes right out, | character of the people has been formed from their 


ORIGINAL MANUSCRIPTS. 





Che Mlanderer. 


| grant as roses, and her form as graceful as the cha- 
mois that bounds over the mountain top. Wherever 
she turned her eyes every heart was melted, and 
when she spoke—oh heavens! the silvery tones of 
her voice far exceeded the lyre of Orpheus, which 
made the rocks and woods to dance for joy. The 
very porpoises tumbled towards the vessel, the rav- 
enous shark followed in the wake, and several little 
birds alighted, like spirits of the air, upon the ship, 
and remained silent in the presence of an angel 
who sung sweeter than they. As the tempest ad- 
vanced the uproar was to be felt, but not described. 
The furious elements mingled in battle. The waves 
gaped, roared, and dashed, gnashing their teeth in 
ithe very agony of tortured madness. The thunder 
crashed, and cracked, and shook the earth to the 
centre. The lightenings ran in glaring forks along 
the howling air, and the sky poured all its violent 








with astonishing boldness, considering that I am two | contiguous proximity to these poetical scenes, and 





|anger upon a trembling world. 


or three hundred miles from the city, and avows have received the impulse to freedom, liberty, and | The lady, whose name was Sophemia, happening 


that I am a scoundrel, qualifying the last substantive | independence. At the quarantine ground thousands, | to have a talent for drawing, in defiance of a raging 
with an adjective which it would not become me and thousands of ships,of all nations,sizes and shapes, || wind, which, as that most authentic and beautiful 
to repeat. Old Mrs. Deborah Mince-the-matter were riding peacefuily at anchor. The enormous! author, Mr. Anonymous, elegantly expresses it, 
thinks I write too much about love, light rainbow || man of war which reposed her black form upon the ||‘ was so powerful as to blow all but one of the mari 

skies, hearts, darts, devils, and “ all them sort of| roaring waves, would remind a romantic imagina-| ner’s teeth down his throat, and to require ten of 
things,” which the venerable dame conceives to be | tion of a negro infant reposing in its rocking cradle ; | the men to hold the captain’s hat on.” Notwith- 
vastly nonsensical. Miss Heartcracker sings a dif-} and the wide expanse of the Narrows, running with standing all this, the fair and fragile creature had 
ferent tune. She presumed, she said, mincing her) the velocity of a cannon ball through the straits of, mounted the shrouds, and was preparing to take a 
lips together and introducing her opinion with a de-| that name, soon bore us from the pleasures of friend- sketch of this most sublime and magnificent land- 
lightful toss of the head, she presumed that Mr. | ship and love, the luxuries of land, and the magni-|,scape. Just as she had finished a drawing, (which 
Quince, when he commenced writing for the || ficence of the scene. I retired to the stern of the ||is now preserved in the King’s Exchequer, in the 
Mirror, might have been a little more choice of his _vessel, and leaning my elbow on the carbuncle, and | Tower of London,) just as she was completing the 
expressions, and treated the females with a little my cheek upon my hand, like Juliet in Shakspeare’s | tremendous tumult of the sky, the very identical 
more politeness. She said that she frequently met opera, I gazed upon my native land, which had al- | streak of lightning which she was drawing at the 
with such words as “ niggar,”’ “ lump it,”’ “ducks,” | ready lessened like a blue cloud in the horizon, and | time, being attracted by her lead-pencil, which was 
*‘dumplings,”’ and “‘devils.’” She could not conceive, | then faded away. I was overwhelmed with sor- ‘unfortunately made of steel, leaped from its throne 
she added, what these had to do with ladies. On the row. I almost was of a great mind to demand of | of clouds, and whirled the whole apparatus from her 
whole, she had formed this conclusion, that Mr.| the captain to stop the ship. Oh! said I, oh! my || exquisite hand—the masts were in splinters—the 
Thomas Quince was a dreadfully vulgar fellow. | country; good night, with all my hopes and ail shrouds were on fire—the whole ship shook with 
She did expect, from the fact that the papers came) my fears, with all the gaieties of youth, and all the | the violence of the concussion, and the lovely ad 

recommended by Mr. F , Who had always some-!| rich romance of association, good night. Perhaps | venturer was precipitated an immense distance, de 

thing nice to say to the girls, that they would have) before I return again, my ashes will be strewed scribing a kind of circle through the lurid air 

been of a very different character. For her part,| abroad upon the four winds of heaven. No hand ||When she had nearly reached the surface of the 
she liked, after the week was done, and she sat down! will rise to wipe the sweat from my bloody brow. water she discovered an immense concourse of 
tc amuse herself with Mr. Morris’s paper, (whom! No noiseless step will sound in my deadly apart- |sharks, who had cunningly posted themselves just 
she had often seen, and thought a very handsome! ment. And oh! sweet Angelicana, sweet object | where she was likely to fall; probably with the view 
fellow,) she liked to have something about the ten- 


der passion. Something that could excite those ele-| and smiling, while I begin to feel as sick and disa- 
vated emotions in a bosom of sensibility, which greeable ascan be. Oh! starof my hopes! without 
were calculated to elicit those delicious sensations whom life is but a desert—let the rose blush, but it 
which delight while they refine the imagination, is only with shame at the hue of thy fragrant lips 
and which produce a kind of indescribable suavity | and the vermillion of thy cheeks—let the sky spread 
in the fancy, which though entirely unaccountable, | its azure expanse above, it is only shining and striv- 
were perfectly consonant to her ideas of felicity. | ing in vain to rival the beauty of those blue eyes. 

Well, my dear good people, as I feel in a pretty! Oh, ye heavens! be ye hung with black! with sor- 
good humour to-day, I don’t know but I will—yes, I) row, grief, anxiety, treachery, despair! I had no 
will give you something entirely delightful. I know) sooner spoken than a deep black cloud arose! Sud- 
you must be tired of all the nonsense I have been) denly it spread itself over the sky. It extinguished 
writing ; so, now, I remember a little incident which | the sun, stole away the light, and brooded in black 
occurred to me once in my travels, and is well wor-| vengeance over the earth. The wild hare fled to 
thy to be related. I have also many models for safe | his den ; the roaring lion shrunk back into his grisly 
guides in the novels which form the libraries of ma-| cave; the huge elephant moved like a mountain to 
ny young ladies, and upon which, my dear Miss) his shelter; and every bird of the air screamed ; ev- 
Heartcracker, I am pleased to perceive that you) ery beast of the wood vanished ; the fishes gave one 
have moulded your taste. affrighted leap into mid-air, and then swam down to 

During the latter part of the reign of Henry the the depths of the ocean. All nature was wrapped 
VIillth, I was allured to travel in Europe by the in deep and silent horror, and the still and dreadful 
peaceful state of the country, the attractions it af-{ sound of the rolling of many waters, gave dreadful 
forded to strangers of d#inction, and the pure and) note of preparation that the demon of the storm ap- 
just administration of jestice which distinguished) proached. There was on board a beautiful woman 
that government above every other. I was at that! who had hitherto engaged my most devoted atten- 
time in the bloom of youth and beauty, and sail-| tion. Methought she resembled Angelicana; it 
ing on the full tide of successful experiment. My) was enough. Her glossy ringlets hung in profu- 
education had just been ‘accomplished under the) sion around a brow as pure as the drifted snow. Her 
most admired instructors of all ages and countries. | eyes, which were of a deep cerulean blue, had in 
I was well versed in the Saxon, Teutonic, Ostro| them a peculiar and most astonishing expression of 
Gothic and Greenland tongues, and had paid par-| richness, flashing knowledge, intelligence, inno- 
ticular attention to the French, Spanish, English,! cence and affection. Heer lips were as red and fra- 


, of my eternal love, thou wilt be smiling, and smiling, | of eating her up; for I have since understood, that 


ithese unprincipled creatures are very rude to pas 
‘sengers, and make no distinction of rank or sex. As 
‘soon as she detected them, and seeing me standing 
‘on the main deck, with my face to the windward, 
‘agitated by emotions more easily felt than described. 
\* Aha!” exclaimed she, with a sudden jirk, and an 
imated by a desire to save my feelings and her life, 
she suddenly whirled herself about, and described 
‘the same circle back again, alighting on her feet 
upon the deck. Immediately the clouds broke away 
| from the boisterous heavens—the darkness fled—th: 
‘swelling waves were hushed into a sweet tranquilli 
‘ty, and nature laughed outright. I took her by the 
hand ; I folded her to my bosom ; our lips met in the 
unguarded ardour of pure and deep love, and I re 
ceived the first long and honoured kiss from he: 
delicious mouth, with emotions that might be felt— 
but never, never described. 
I think that the interesting adventures of two lo 
vers, in my next No., will be thankfully received by 
| those who 4 the mere dull tirade of writing, un 
aided by the loveliness of incident or the fire ot 
love. Iam determined, somehow or other, to gra- 
| tify the tastes of the reading community. I could 
|relate one or two more adventures of love and fan- 
cy, but there are some of my readers whose tastes 
‘are so depraved that they declare they are tired of 
|this kind of hackneyed writing, and the everlast- 
ing repetition of love stories. I must try to please 
/ all; a very delightful and easy task, if I only know 
i how to set about it Tuomas Quince 
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ORIGINAL ESSAYS | when care should be drowned in the mantling bowl, | CHARACTER. 
seemeaiaiiend . | and the thought of his absent wife and litle 1 | ————— — —_ 
© Dasides nawtn eucet wanes.” /would not rise up to bring regret, but their pre-|| William C. Macready. 
: , = = 4 : yr and participation would enhance the fruition | Tene calshentnd peateenese task hie leave of the 
: ae ee oe Oe | Birmingham audience in the character of Hamlet. 


deems | Sound myself on its bosom, but Rover eguint = There is something, I think, in a sailor's life, in|), being understood that in a few days this favour- 
let me experience the horrors of that night. The | spite of all its toils, that is not unpleasing. Fami- |; 

4 — - J : \ite of the public would cross the Atlantic, the house 
wealth of the Indies could not tempt me to endure jjarity with danger renders us insensible to the fear) Sthiidasied dinidinemaane ae 
them in reality, although the thick gloom were re- | of jt. By being long inured to hardships, his life | Me eeead, e i em ” . ne ie rage . rs 
lieved by the glimmering of hope. Whenever I | passes not the less sweetly on account of the trou- | —e mae am ae _ eo Pe oo a 
think of the patriarch of waters, there is an indis-| Jes that lie in his way. He sees the morning sun — anc sp e nearly me sur acess = an 
tinctness in the idea, produced more, perhaps, by its | tinge the surrounding waters ; his eye rests on the | 7°NUCMEM, | cannot quit Mnglane oe © SeneEeeter 

page eet ‘ “ta || : ' ble period without taking leave of the Birmingham 
own sublimity, than the want of knowledge of its | sea of mother gold, or fixes on the bright luminary, i audience—that audience to whom, | may almost say 
2 ance, that might have been gained by be- |. seal she : shall || —— om, a} ’ 
:ppearanc at might have been g y and calculates the moment when his beams shall I owe hereditary obligations—betore whom I made 


yiding it. They that have delighted F ; , i er b tar 
ae y S | eerougs the cham! ovo of hin lonely cat, waloning my first professional essay, and by whose fostering 
Gn its breast to be his wife to think of her absent husband, and unclo- Pale a8 
Borne, like its bubbles, onward,” he t f his d littl ie ' smiles I have been principally elevated to the situ- 
= ¥ * 2 oO q m6 » < . F 
SNe ee a ee tation 8 ner held. At every succeeding visit which 


when they teld mo of ite Sethomiens dopa, and ab- press their daily inquiry for their adventurous pa- l have paid to this, my almost native place, you 
most immeasurable extent, could not clearly make ‘rent. All his affections are brought into sympa ! ! i 7 thi k vr “ 

, Nencenti » : : , 1ave honoured me with increasing marks of your ap- 
per wndesstend ena isn a mee — |thetic play with his companions. As he paces the probation—an approbation of which l must - and 
at the immensity of the t sought, and endeavoured | 100k at midnight, he communes with some one who | ¢ nes , 
to enlarge itself so as to take it in. When I consi-| ). ; , ; feel proud.—( Here Mr. Macready paused, evident 

x sciieage ‘ like himself has left those behind him to wait eager- j. o @actod + atte } ie 2 ee 
jered what I knew must be true, and to many per- are ; , ly affected ; after an instant, however, he proceeded 
asa . many Per ly for his coming. They unbosom themselves and ag follows): Ladies and Gentlemen, | feel that the 
haps a simple truth, that hundreds of miles on its). “bag, “beepenticner ; cant (oe Ouows) : Ladies and G on = ee See wee 
apt =p , | Wear out the night in discoursing of their distant»... | have imposed on myself is more difficult than 
surface might be traversed without seeing any thing } >. »es—the partners of their bosoms; or each can i imagined. I therefore beg leave, most sincerel 
but sea and sky, there was such a feeling of desola- tej) of some dear one who when he last pressed her wisi = z you all happiness i 1 success. to bid y A 
: < > sce i . ‘ Fe > . shi ‘ é “ aha s cess, 4 0 
tion and hopelessness in the reflection, that Nature | to his heart, as the tear trembled in her eye, promised roan ns ” "This 2 5 tea which wee evidentin on 

ee iv > » in- 4 ‘Ll. é 28S, ie d ‘vide 
absolutely revolted, and refused to give it entertaiN- t) become the sharer of his humble lot at his return. premeditated, was received with raj masa = 
aginati " ~ » -ene—as , : suilatled, a sce “ ap 
ment. Imagination refuses to bring the scene—as There are those who would tell us that the heart |)... . ie : , 
Reason and Truth tell me it is—before my mental rae : : ma plause, and every demonstration of regard 
a Se : my men"®" | of the sailor is callous to all the fineremotions. They "4 y English correspondent has furnished Mr. Noah 
vision. If Fancy transport me to the middle of the | jittle know the exquisite texture of his feelings. with the following briet sketch of this celebrated 
world of waters, the reality of circumstances is! pj, preast—outcast and despised as he often is— ator which is, at this time interesting to almost 
wanting, and look around wherever I may, I see not glows with holier emotions than ever thrilled the every reader 
the distant sky kissing the ample bosom of the deep, bosom of the sickly sentimentalist. The milk of | « Mr. W. C. Macready, who has for the last five 
but instead, between the heaven and the point I " n kindness flows as warmly in his he eel : = 
stand on, there is an intervention of solid land. |) yuan Kindness Hows as warmly in his heart, as in! or six years been, as a general actor, in the front 
. o . 2 fe spe fer- ay " ‘that of the most benevolent philanthropist, and he is line of his profession, and in his own peculiar walk 
ere the shore stretches along, varied wit forest, | as much fitted for the exercise of the social affections. decidedly at the head of it, is now about thirty-three 
glade, and mountain, tower and hill—or turning | Or if! ental sss the ri Jood th: ae : 
. at : anitteadh Gan Cectntitin tiated tl r if he at times repress the rising flood that rushes years of age. He has an hereditary claim to thea 
ce nog > sesgers - ne ~ sits Gn tee a in a warm tide across the breast, he thinks not reck- trical eminence, as his father was for a long time a) 
inde ae “ Fe oa ae ae nei . “4 f aff lessly of other things. Many a tar, whose sunburnt, | eminent comic performer in London, and the rival of 
. 2 . t < = 
es - i pe tes which R sores 7 es weather-beaten features have to the careless obser- | the celebrated Irish Johnstone. For nearly a quar 
nity to : on whic sason is not strong ; ae . 
y . a9 . aan " ate pa . ~ é : n 7 a ver lost all indices of a reflecting mind, as he looks | ter of a century he has been the proprietor or ma 
enough to prevent the mtrusion, than the crowded | abroad on the vast expanse of water around him, in- nager of some of the principal provincial theatres 
» and Sorest * on ae chat = the harbour. dulges, no doubt, in a train of thought wanting hei- His son William was origmally intended tor one of 
- awangs, it may be foolish, but “ is wae. ther in usefulness nor sublimity. He thinks of the | the learned professions, and was sent at an early 
Sunrise at sea ; all who have seen it agree in pro- might of Him who “ set a bound to the seas that age to Rugby, one of the best classical public schools 
houncing it to be most beautiful, most glorious. they should not pass over,” who “rides upon the! jy England. His progress here was considerable 
And yet when J endeavour to conceive it, the) whirlwind and directs the storm,” and who says and it is ahigh testimony to the private and publi 
‘* powerful King of day” starts not from his bed to again to the winds and waves “ Peace, be still!” character of Mr. M. that the friendship of his early 
emerge from the humid chamber of the great deep, Or, perchance, one with more knowledge than his | age, comprising much of rank, tide, and distinction, 
like a shield of burnished gold—now hid by the’ admiring companion, calls up to recollection the Jaye continued and augmented throughout his pro 
gentle undulating waves—now displaying more and events that have taken place on it and in it, since the fessional career. If | mistake not, he was entered 
more his ruddy face; but slowly climbing up the |“ Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters,” at one of the Colle ges in the University of Oxtord, 
eastern sky, his beams gild distant hills, or are inter- | of which no traces are left ¢here to tell the story of put some domestic reverses induced him to forego 
cepted by the thick foliage of some interjacent wood. the past. They were indeed written in the waters,| the calin pursuits of a learned profession for the 
It is impossible for the mind to dwell on scenes and the faithless record preserves not a single line yore brilliant triumphs of the stage, with the hope 
that have no connexion with those to which it is of the history of ocean scenes and ocean dangers. of lessening some of the calamities which pressed 
accustomed, without carrying along with it its ha-| « Egypt’s dark sea,” once divided to permit the upon his father. His first appearance was at Bir 


bitual impressions. The senses must first convey passage of the Israelitish host, and its waves now mingham, at the age of 1S, and trom that day to the 
to it information before it can be content to change roll quietly over the ‘ chariot and horsemen”’ of the present his career has been one of continued pros- 
its views. And this is the only solution which | Pagan persecutor. The plume and the crescent perity, both in las fortune and his fame. Happily 
can devise for its failure in conceiving aright, ob- have usurped the place where streamed proud the | for Mr. Macready he has never been subject to any 
ects that have never been presented to it bodily,’ pennons of conquering Greece and Rome. Now, of the reverses or privations which beset an actor's 
{t must have been this that made the old Scandina-/|/ occasionally, as of old, is heard the din of battle; life, and he has escaped all its temptations. The 
vians’ heaven to consist in an eternal revel in Val-| but no furious strife, like contending elements, ap- | studies of his youth have becn continued in his ma- 
halla; and why the Indian expects to enjoy the proaches to the rage of Salamis, Mycale, and Oc- n peculiar to him that 
company of his favourite dog in the world of spirits. , ttum. Yet there the wave rolls quietly over its he is nearly as familiar with the language and au 

This made the Elysium of classic Greece, and had_ thousands of warriors and its heaps of treasure. thors of Greece and Rome as with those of his na 

we not a revelation from God, we also should have | ‘The placid Pacific, and the Atlantic, what would tive land. His ordinary associates have been chosen 
made a world to come out of the materials of the one, not they tell had they tongues. But their voice is) from the literati, and there i ecarcely a distinguished 
we inhabit. The lover would paint purling rivulets| heard in the roaring of the storm, and the thunder | name in the existing literature of Great Britain 
and shady groves fanned by wanton zephyrs—the | of the deep-mouthed cannon, and tremendous notes |} which is not to be found in the catalogue of Mr 


monarch’s dreams would be of crowns and sceptres of destruction, proclaim what they have devoured. Macready’s friends. It is a curious fact, that he 
| has given birth to a distinct species of tragic com 


turer age, and it is a distinct: 





—the warrior’s of laurels, oceans of human blood, | aa cow GPhan statin of ugly death, 
and all the “pomp and circumstance of war,’’— “ A thousand meu that fishes gnaw upon, | position, and that to his talents the reputation and 
while the mariner, toiling in the storm and buffeting | rs etna ne mene of pearl, | success of the principal tragic authors of the day are 

* Bie scattered in the bottom of the sea. 'to be ascribed. William Tell, Damon, Gracchus, 


the winds, would console himself for the present’ 


With the prospect of an everlasting Saturday night, . T. Wallace, Mirandola, and all Shield’s and Miss Mii 
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ford’s tragedies, were written expressly for him; | professional slang: and great was our surprise when |! undone— in short, they go nigh to make us the most ridienlous 
and until it was represented by Macready, the tra- | we discovered, a few days after his departure, that | thing en pry gan —— not -s way to 
ed of . — . > Hl “ee - . . ‘ || arrive ata sound an eait y order oft ings. et them 
4 ) Mn and its gifted author, were en we a enjoyed, without knowing it, the company | boldly censure what is amiss, and sharpen, their facuities 
y unknown. jott e celebrated English tragedian. His observa-| by warring with vice and folly in whatever shape it may be 
Four or five years since, this gentleman endea-| tions showed him to be perfectly at home upon eve- || found, instead of enervating their minds and dallying with the 
voured to restore the tragedyof Richard the Third, as| ry subject of literature broached; and his manners || public and one another in mampy pampy compliments and no- 
written by Shakspeare, but the prejudices and as-| were such as could only be formed by an intimacy || hingness, so that when we are attacked from with ut they 


persions of the public were too confirmedly in fa- | with the best company.—Upon the whole, he real- |"? do something more in reply than raise their standard cry 


|| of “ prejudice, pre a judice,” (o i j 
vour of Cibber’s alterations, to be removed. The) ized completely the idea which I had formed of an i nie Smamanah toed teats ag sags ar 
preface, from his pen, to the revived tragedy, is re-| accomplished English gentleman.” || the policy of the man in the piay, who made a point of report- 
markable for the justness of its sentiments and the) ; — — . - | ing his own faults, follies, and misfortunes, in order to save 
beauty of its style. To him the English stage is| THE NEW-YORK MIRROR. || ‘some cursed good-natured iriend”’ the trouble If they do 
likewise indebted for a successful restoration of); —— . — 

Massinger’s Fatal Dowry. 





|, not tell us of our faults, there are many dear friends, no doubt, 
|| who will, and do, take that trouble with divers emendations, 
|| To Correspondents —Our old friend Sigma will be found at i alterations, and additions, and then they come home to us with 
It is unnecessary now to speak of the theatrical || his post again. Janthe came too late for the present number. I redoubled bitterness ; and though in those doses there is often 
merits of Mr. Macready. His conception is singu-| Her beautiful production will, however, have an early inser- || an unnecessary quantity of gall and wormwood, some whole- 
larly original—equally free from servile obedience,| tio». We notice Edmund and Hamlet agreeably to request— } some truths are frequently mixed up with them. A wise man 
and bold eccentricity. Acquainted, by study, with | their effusions are rejected. ‘ will swallow a necessary though disagreeable medicine for 


a : ‘ : SEI PNT He | the eventual good it may do; a fool hild will th 
the traditional style of the great performers of the!) Country subscribers.—Punctual compliance with the terms | ,, iaede a aon” 2 IRS Coe Cea ae 


pat age, and Sumilins with these of tis own time, | 2S" Sree Matemees i cet dhamcabll toda Welhing.~Thare bcs man we mare quem 

he Tins ew Gan thoes of eanien: ' ee cal j ere are a few delinquents t is very disagreeable to dun _ Walking.—There is no man we more generally agree with 
Att J ; m my genius and deep meditation, | them, and we cannot but hope it will be unnecessary in future. | in hisremarks on men and manners, than our friend of the En 

acquired for himself an originality not more stri-| Those agents who have not yet forwarded the advance for the | quirer, but we differ with the opinion expressed in the following 





king than it is true. | present year, will please to do so withoutdelay. The follow. | paragraph : 
The peculiar talent of Macready is to be discern- || ™g gentlemen are added to our list of agents : || ‘ What is the reason that in the throng in Broadway, an 
: : 1% = is . ares +. ©. West, #. M. Woodville, Mississippi. || English lady is so easily distinguished, and distinguishab! 
= in his performance of those characters of which! Jobn S. Rhea, Tuscambia, Alabuma  Grons uniieatiows® See an cane por eet ig 
e has bee irst representativ is Virzini | Wm. tt. Whitaker, P. M. Courtiand, Alabama. | : ‘ “ . ° 7 
has been the first re rom tative. His V ages, J. W. Morton, Farmville, Virginia. ioned, of a firm step, and an ungraceful carriage ; the other 





Tell, and Damon, are unlike any other perform- || thin, delicate, graceful, and indolent. Their habits differ ma 


ances, but they are equal in force, truth, a ure terially. An Englis y i — is 
hi y hict ; b _t =, “¥0 wae ~ ’ ‘own, of pain and trouble, crimes and sorrows, selfish cares eahen its Peng 7th ge me Spree cep — 
, . F 2e as | ; ; : g, , ; 
to any thing which has been witnessed upon the! 44 petty vexations, to drop suddenly into the reading room | «+n othens her nerves and Bs 7 in re é re . — 
iti i ave Y« sae a . . Pns > 
British stage since the days of Garrick. The Rich-) of the City Hotel, or any other of our reading rooms, and isehdtadion iousiiale Ae te tages on che a inl 
drd of Macready has not been so popular as that of) there pass some dozen hours in the perusal of the public jour- | she le alwage well clothed tre aan cli with smartness nd 
‘ ca certainiy ; : »s nals, what z il iece of earth would he suppose he had Aste a “ 
Kean, though it is ec rtainly more in union with the : ~ ial -_ ) wren fa ri 5 le tee a" activity ; systematises labour, and thus secures health, and 
dramatic and historical character of that monarch.| ‘"¢® UPO?, More especially ; ¥ 8¥*'| banishes premature old age. The English climate, with all 
ila MRatalied tes ihe ahens ait aihiieueiiie \: previous or subsequent to the fourth of July! He would read ee baanidiey, ic encollent: it bee we ectetaes’ 
Is Flamiet is a noble piece of philosophic Melan- | of a tand of peace, and health, and wealth, prosperity, free- Pa gp tech ; If braces without producing lassi 
choly, and his Lear is probably without an equal. dom, and happiness ; a land of matchless laws, and inimitable = rn ” nent at and the fogs of London are no mean 
: . - - ; aux i i 
There is a class of parts in which he has some ob- lawgivers—of warriors and patriots; a land of “ cloudless ai wnat et soune edhe ge sa Bon speyescetng 
secti P - ; ic 2 > P limes and sunny skies’’—of bounteous harvests and teeming | .. : : . sapagfine a a aon 
jection to appear, but in which he has ever appear- | © ) © dinal preservati nage : ' 
ed to me to ap eendh perfection I allude by se plenty ; a land where “ all the men ave brave, and all the wo- them ae aa ora re > geen to 
. ‘ 4 . . t e 
hict . F 5 7" hi Genki Rob men fair ;”’ a land of charitable institutions and tract societies cee i ~ e Saar an - aad . eo 
w sie my written for him—Gambia, Ro Roy, —aland of righteousness—a land of milk and honey :--verily, ~ kf. ad = a a rent a aati nancy oa 
and Henri IV. a most immaculate land. And without some “ shocking crime” | °"°9*'95t Glsappeared, when our ladies in their morning dress 
In private life Mr. Macready is eminent for the or ‘extensive robbery,” set in unobtrusive type, and stowed siaeon oes — ad = oo re ye 
. 8 . > . . , : Ci straggling bank pote ina bead purse, anc s 
correctness and unobtrusiveness of his deportment. i" 4 corer, chanced to — — Loot nalts men a with parasel in hand they stroll into ‘ons tumble over 
, . - , : on’s [ tibility of human nature,” “ : 2 
His public and private life are without a singlet: Owen's system of * the perfec : *s ; in’s cas 200 ; 
| I } Sag J } ! : fa ingle no joke. He would have to tread our streets and mingle with goods ~ oe Fountain ghee hmere chew! =e - 4 of 
blemish. No friend has ever had occasion to feel a the masses that throng our city, and visit our assemblies, none of Marquand’s splendid jewellery ; pure hase afea 
pang for his excesses, and the public have never and pass our taverns and lottery offices, (which, indeed, he oor aes —— en was home at ep clock 
been called on to pity, to pardon, or to condemn, could not well help if his walk exceeded one hundred yards,) thea pang en “sy rs oo ie oe reas nor 
a LP : ’ 3 : . he tebeld thes > and dinner, the same listless, dra g is 
any moral transgression. Gifted with fine natural before the veil was taken from his eyes, and . : a it fatig 
: te soiaggethee re hin enueniimenee af - vice, and crime, and frivolity, and folly, were confined to no | taken ae _ This is not exercise—it fatigues without 
powerls, posses ie ig a 1e a compishments of ¢ particular spot of earth, While our autumnal fogs, with In- | Strengt wening ; it pains, without tv igerating ; itis a slow pro 
gentleman, having the entre into all the better part, fluenza shrouded in their dank masses, and January’s raw and | &T¢** through the het _ of he city, ante — Ge oe 
of English society, courted by all that is literary, piercing winds, with Ague and Rheumatism bestriding the and balmy breeze of the environs.—Hence the difference ™ 
a } complexion, in ruddiness, and appearance. ‘rhe bed is ar 
active promoter of weakness, and lassitude ; but it is so great 
a favourite during the day, that an invitation is seldom resist 


Loose thoughts. —Were a man, from a planet similar to our 


standing on the summit of his profession, universally bitter blast, would feelingly convince him that sunny skies can 
respected, Mr. Macready may justly be pronounced | PSs away. He might bear, too. of such things as national in- 
ene of the most fortunate actors of any day.” gratitude and national inconsistency ; he might, for instance, mab eager atb 2 eal 
‘ . . hear of welcomes, and feasts, and flowers, and triumphal : “ . ate. = 

A correspondent in the American states, “I spent arches in honour of a brave foreigner who had acted nobly by |. “! 8¢ difference of dress between the English and America: 
the summer of 1822 at Florence, and commonly them, and hear it with pleasure ; and he might see porter ladies affords - singular contrast. The one makes no sacrific« 
dined atacelebrated hotel, which was also the ren-! venders and parasol manufacturers adding dignity to their es to fashion or personal figure; the other relinquishes health 
dezvous of a number of gentlemen from various tblishments by attaching thereto the lustre of his name—and , — mearge re oo friendly flannel and amplc 
then again of that man’s companions in arms—of worn-out pa- | “ thing of the one carry be alth and comfort in their train 
: : é : “i triots weighed down by the heavy and benumbing hand of po-| “ hile the thin and sickly ¢rapery of the other, so admirably 
ful and improving. We were one day joined by a) yorty. amid the wealth they had defended, and the freedom, ©#!culated to exbibit a handsome figure in a high wind, is the 
young Englishinan, whose manners and conversa- they had fourht for! He might hear of geniuses driven from || PT™Oter aud precurser of cramps, agues, rheumatism, and 
tion made at once the most pleasing impression upon’ their native home by ignorance and neglect, and seeking fame Eagan ta But on this point we should step cautiously, 
us, which was confirmed by all that we saw during and fortune in a foreign land! And, looking a little deeper |" faculty reads us a Sesene occasionally about interfering i 
. : than the surface of things, he might see, beneath © a weil re- | their vocation, and giving advice gratis. A foreigner told us 
his stay. I met him the next day at the gallery, and culated order of society,” such things as blind party strife | that in a fine afternoon's waik in Broadway he met ladies 
we soon becamejwell acquainted. We visited to- yng political intrigue--bank charters and loan companies-- more splendidly dressed than many he had seen abroad in the 
gether the varieties of art with which that far-famed monied institutions and mint juleps—and, in fact, “ rank drawing room. Indeed, on this point, walking and evenine 
city abounds, and made excursions to many of the roguery” in so many different nhapes, as might well justify dresses appear to be the same, and nothing but the plastic and 


parts of Europe, forming a society the most delight- 





: : . : : wth. t sharp air of October will revive the neat pelisse and velvet 
. ‘ situs : he neighbvurhoo , his exclaiming with the poet, | } t 
enchanting oregaert nes ‘ “1 re hc od. He —————* Oh thou world, spencer, the merino shaw!, or cashmere scart.” 

was particularly desirous of obtaining information “ Thou art indeed a melancholy jest |” It is rather curious to hear our ladies censured for sact 


respecting our country, which he said it was his in- These thoughts may appear somewhat cynical, but they are ficing health and comfort to “fashion and personal figure,” and 
tention to visit, and while he gave us due credit for »otso. In most respects we are equal to any country, and su-| the English ladies given credit to on that score, when thei: 
. : i any ight still be better than we are. We i pazi , : 
what had been already effected, he did not load us Perior to many, bot we might till be better than we are. We sates isomerable magesines, newspapers, Se. he. ave con 
‘ have our faults, and ought to be told of them. It is in this the| stantly ridiculing and satirizing this very propensity. A fo 
, . editors do not do their duty by the nation. Instead of en-. reigner, too, to tell us he has met ladies in our streets more 
ignorance, and cannot fail to disgust every liberal- deavouring to direct the public mind, they follow in its) splendidly dressed than in the drawing-rooms abroad. Bah' 
minded American. He remained in Florence about’ train. They compliment and flatter, and feed its vanity, We hope such meetings were “like angels’ visits—few and fa: 
three weeks—and his departure created a painful and set forth all 1 haga perpen vag hog it that it is a most between,”’ We have more reliance on the good sense and taste 
void in our little circle—His name we knew to be ™*S*s2imous pu is, and of course the least the public can of our females.—An American lady in her walking dress more 
Macready, t few all previously “ inted do in return is to pay for the paper, and give implicit credit) splendidly bedecked than the courtly dames of Europe in 
wiacready, put we were al) previousiy unacquainted to such welcome assertions. But then they say little ofits fol-| their drawing-rooms! This would be republican simplicity 
with his person.—His conversation was free from lies—they tell it all that it has done, but not what it has left. with a vengeance ! 
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22 Bowery, has recently 





The Springs.—The Albany Chronicle says that the season {| Park Theatre.—On Thursday evening Dibdin's opera of the || New Discovery.—Mr. Tryon, No. 
of fashion and gaiety, at these “ watering places’’is nearly at , Cabinet introduced a new lidate for public favour in the | discovered that he occupies the very house in which Char- 
an end. The great houses will be closed in a day or two, and | person of Mrs. Maugeon, as Floretta. The flattering recep- lotte Templedied! The story has circulated pretty freely 
some months must elapse ere the villagers again see |'tion she met with must have been highiy gratifying to ber ,ep-town, and daily brings swarms of customers to bis shop to 
“the gorgeous hali feelings, and she weat through her part with considerable examine the venerable edifice, and to parchase lottery tickets! 


* Ligbted up fora festival; | spirit and success. Her acting is easy and unaffected: her Little Genius.--We have been frequently asked for the con- 











“ Braided tresses, aad cheeks of bloom, : . y G 

“ Diamond ag raff and snow-white plume; | singing has aot exactly the same recommendations. The up tinuation of the last Little Genius on the subject of the mo- 

“ Censers of roses, and vases of light, _ per tones of her voice are clear and distinct, but the trausi- | i.g concerns of the city. The euthor has apologized to us 

er a os + whee’ ee agua night; tions from one key to another are somewhat forced and ab- ior his omission, on the plea of the late steps taken by the 
Ny } uf - . 

” ‘ | Fupt, and her manver carries with it too great au appearance” Grand Jury. The affair is already before the proper autho- 


“Joined in gracetul sarabands “ . 4 

Of the multitudes who have figured away at the Springs, since | ve age pt ren, a oa glee we ete rities, and private remark is unnecessary. 

F » i ote, ’ ’ ’ on, aan 

eee cited aa ‘on || gives her the appearance of labouring under aspasmodic at-|)| Maywood and Booth.— These iavourites of Melpomene, we 
did pone th ot Seine Cecemah ceases to delight ‘and saline, tection, Notwithstanding these drawbacks, we like the lady are pleased to learn, have returned to the city ; the former, 
an then eeiiaaieinds tieeeabe hee sete rhage ad indifferently well.” She is a good actress, and in many re- after conciuding another successtul journey to the west, where 
to linger a day beyond the fashonable period vf departare, ,*PeCts & pleasing singer. Her song of * Let love sound the he was received with the ~on cordial approbation; and the 
Sven the votary of health is seized with ennui, and “ vacates | TUmpet of joy,” was rapturously eacored. Mr. Boyle, who latter, after having again buffetted the waves of the Atiantic. 
his lodgings” the momeut a coterie of fastionabies leave the |Smetimes sings sweetly, and evidently wishes to please, was | At which theatre they are engaged, we do not know, buta 
Springs. [hough many of those who pay an annual visit to | yet not more than tolerable in Prince Oriando. Mr. Deuman, host o1 iniends and adaurers will greet them wherever they 
Balistown or Saratoga, appear tushed with health and iv the | Lorenzo, was a few degrees below that. We are sorry | “PHS wend me pr tenets -chrmanasonrnecig ys ; _— 
pursuit of pleasure, many, very many, we are compelled to Mrs. De Luce has not a veice of greater strength and com. | *" the manager who secures their services will be = 
e like shadows, and so depart.” Indeed, we do | P@$; What she has is as sweet and pleasing as her looks, and ‘dantly compensated for his compliance with the general wish, 
say, ** Come ’ P || Both these gentlemen should be permanently located in New- 


. | Bid me Discourse” was very prettily sung. 
not believe that ove out of a dozen of those who visit the A eumerees end fashicncble ps Stig on Sa-,, York, and we cannot but express a hope, that the liberality 


, h | 

— 08 aaeaanean dis wens” ale | turday evening to witness the Italian ¢roupe terminate their of the managers ead the public, will induce them to remain 
incident fo so long a journey, and the saiubrious atmosphere | eugagement with Il Barbieri di Siviglia. The company were ar ste pes — end Bemba eve ae —_ oo 
of Saratoga county, andouotedly have a favourable effect on! in excellent voice and spirits, particularly the Signorina, who me . a _ wes - qoevemns a aa “4 aot . “" 
the spirits, and frequently restore heaith when the waters | ¥** rapturously received and encored in many of her songs. rae ays wie oe aaa mph ireeep my 9 
prove unavailing. But we would not discourage the annuaj At the fall of the curtain, Siguor Garcia was loudly called for. r< id em spy on “ pe poate ema — ~ mas . — 
assemblage of strangers at the sprigs. These meetings of He appeared, bowed, and retired. The noise still continu. | ° coe agement es ¢ — - —y eT eee 
people from ail parts of the United States, are not without iz» Mr. Simpson came forward to learn the wishes of the au- | “P®*4)» aud Cooper, to ™ Dustie in. 

dience. A new engagement with the froupe was requested, C'wriosity.—Noah is a curious creature, and has an odd 


their uses, fF rnendships are formed, and ailiances contracted, ““ . “ : ty 
which, however iusiguihcaut in (hemseives, serve to sirength- with which Mr. S. expressed his willingness to acquiesce. if way of telling a story. Ii any one should doubt the trath of 


en the ties that bind the states together, and frequeutiy | COPVeDtentto Signor Garcia. Afteratew moments, the latter this, let bim read the following from ais paper of Tuesday 
brighten the chain ol Iriendsbip between this and toreigu , gentleman appeared, and addressed the audience in French, last :—“* The most amusing thing we have lately seen, is a 
nalions. ’ the purport of which was, that if agreeable to Mr. Simpson be | string of paragraphs headed ‘ Green Room Intelugence.’— 

|) would play on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday evenings. || Green Rooms in Cincinnati! Twenty ) cars ago ‘the woll’s 





Symmes’ Lheory.—Mr. Reynolds is lecturing in Baltimore. | These being the nights set apart for Macready, the speech of jong howl’ was weard on the spot where green room warblings 
The southern Laoies have espoused the new theory with great f course goes for nothing, and we may for the present consider and green room scandais are now se nie. ‘Valk of ‘march of 
warmth. heir subscriptions have been very Lberal. the Italian opera closed in this city, where, notwithstanding mind!’ indeed. ‘Ibe items are as curious i their nature as in 

Another ascension.—Un Tuesday alterncon next, Mr. Ro- the — and assertions to the contrary, it has been most their name: Solomon F. Smith, the great Roscius of the west, 
bertson contempiates making a yrand asceusiun with a fouila liberaliy supported. ; is engaged there. Who is Solomon fF. Smith! Only think 
ol baiivvus, accompanied by a lady. i'nis will be his last The public expectation, which had been greatly excited, ot Solomon F. Smith enacting Hamlet and Macbeth at Cin- 
voyage ou the “* Vorom of the wir,” ior the gratifieauon of we | oan iene palin: tie en gag cng me ,Clupali—and yet, we dare say, he plays them very well.” 
ciuzeus a York, aud it will pay oe oak gt \ a sale tn eaulan ie a te Pn agape bis a Chatham Theatre.— This bouse will open on Monday with a 
aes cae eto he vance rm pe deur, agonizing passion, aad terrific madness, is yet be. strong company, alist of wach we published week belore last. 
“1s no common man,” aud u siigat acquaiutance with him is |e U*- Hess as palpable to oer “ mind's eye,” as on Monday | COMMUNICATION, 
suiticieat to discover the vehoiar aud the gentiewan, to our vision. the iook and horrible denunciation still thrilis Ma Epitor—I am pleased with ) our notice of the propos- 
trust, us this ascension is tor tus beuedt, that bis arrangements | through as—" agp, — - snnocent blood do I devote 44 New-York Galaxy. Such a paper is much wanted io thiy 
Wit the proprietors of Castie Garden wili be to his salistac- | thee nag as gets. . mes like, tor curiosity, to city. We require a press, where, in temperate language, 
flow, aud that a fair day and a Qeavy purse wil! reward Bim | koow Mr. Woodbuil» teelings, who played Appius, on this (rath unlicensed reigns, apa dare accost 
for his taleats and eaterprise. {occasion Ii he did not forget the mimic scene, and shrink in | © Even kings theuselves, or rulers of the free.” 





sielapienmmelipies ae | terror trom the man before him, he is aot * made of penetra-  No+ that the Boston Galaxy is aperfect model, neither. De- 

Lhe Battery —We believe the pubiic will do us the yastice | bie stuff.”’ lo the scene where he strangles the tyrant, we jects in that publication could be pointed out, and should be 
to acknowledge, that we have been zealous advocates for the | actualiy gasped for breath. It 1s said there is uo actor living avoided by a New-York editor. [ look, however, to the pros- 
Mauvy improvements, that have been made, and are still ma- || who unites as much power and original genius with correct pectus in question with lear and hope. Anonymous assuran- 
king, on this popular proweuade, and that we have been in- || taste and cultivated talents, as Macready. He bas nearly aii oo, possess uo responsibility, and 1 fear the prospectus pro- 
strumental im eftfecuag several ailerauioas which have coatr- | that aature can give, with all that taste and talent can ac- mises too much, while | hope it will go into effect with abili- 
buted both to their convemence and gratiication, and this fact |! quire. His person is tall and commanding—his carriage no- ty and success—and properly conducted it cannot fail of pub- 
must alone be our apology tor again drawing their attenuon | bie—his tace, though not technically a first rate stage face, is j\¢ support. P Hu 
to the subject.— [he splendid tron railing which is now erect- | wondertully expressive, and his voice peculiarly fine, deep, 








ing, will shortly enclose the Battery—a large ornamental gate and meilow. There seems about Macready that which will | MARRIED 
wii be placed at the entrance trom Broadway, and State- _not stop for a moment to gai applause by the least uncaed | 6, 146 94 inst. by the Rev. Mr. Easthury, Nathan T. Arnold, Esq 
street will be ieft six teet wider than it originally was. In (for show of action, or strength of emphasis. We did intend | to Miss Hannah Maria Drown, both of tow city 
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Captain Bertram in the comedy of the Birth Day, and gave) two circles of boxes, and a commodious gallery ; besides a | 
the fullest assurance that the unfortunate accident of last) stage and scenery for the performance of farces, ballets, &e 
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ed to o@@ituin two thousand seven handred persons. day las’ 
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verkh er fing on Saturs 


winter, has neither diminished his spirits on the stage, nor 
affected his hearty and hamorous manner of acting. 
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AUTUMN. 
4 PASTORAL POEM. 
Of fellowship I speak 
Saeh as I seek, fit to participate 
All rational delight.— Milton. 
AMELIA. 
Oh! these are scenes that to the thougbtful mind 
A language speak, which caunot be withstood. 
Phe varied foliage of autumnal groves, 
The drooping flowrets, and the leafless bowers, 
From which yon little bird pours forth the notes 
Of plaintive love, or chants his farewell song 
To groves and bowers. the scenes of former bliss, 
Ere he to other climes shall take his flight, 
Where Summer, in the midst of Flora’s train, 
Delighted dwells, and calls the tuneful choir. 


ALEXIS. 
Yes, scenes like these were form’d to captivate 
The feeling heart, and fill the high-born soul 
With love of heavenly wasing. Thus the rose 
That droops its lovely head, the leaf that falis 
In graceful undulations to the earth, 
The whispering evening breeze, green waving pier, 
And murmuring brooks, all seem replete with life. 
Chamelevon-like, Imagination takes 
Her changeful colours from the present scene, 
And stamps their impress on the yielding heart. 
A thousand charms and soft endearing ties, 
Conspire to bind us to this nether world. 
So fraught with bounteous gifts, but were no trace 
Of a Supreme creative mind perceived, 
How dark would be the scene. ’Tis mind alone 
That can commune with mind. Even the warm glance, 
And playful smile, and balmy lip of beauty ; 
If there no intellectual radiance shine, 
low lifeless and how void! Mark the young pair 
That through yon grove of elms pursue their walk, 
What beamy smiles, and warm, expressive looks, 
Eviuce the mutual interchange of thought. 


AMELIA. 
‘Tis Edwin and Serena.—She the maid 
Whose virtuons heart, and highly cultur’d mind, 
Have foremost plac’d among tbe village train. 
The minstrel he, whose pleasing art can call 
From forth the secret chambers of the heart, 
Soft sighs, and tender thoughts, and fond desirés 
That in captivity had languished long. 
ALEXIS, 
Know’st thou the history of the youthful pair ’ 
AMELIA. 
Ob | it would take whole volumes to relate 
The varied history of a mind imprest 
By Nature’s bounty, with a sense acute 
Of suffering or enjoyment; and on which 
The lights and shades of life, alteruately 
Have fallen. Suffice it then of him to say, 
Three times has Autumn beld his sober reign, 
Since Edwin's brow with clouds of grief o’erbung, 
Bemoaned the faded flowers of his green spring 
By frosts untimely nipt. Fond bopes were fled, 
And schemes of bliss indulg’d for many a year, 
All blasted and decay'’d. He felt like one, 
Who roaming through some house left desolate- 
Stript of its furniture—hears every step 
Vibrate, with hollow sound, along the walls, 
And strike a dreary chillness through the soul, 
He strove against these feelings, and put on 
The garb of cheerfulness to hide a heart 
With anguish torn, and sought the giddy throng 
Where youth and beauty strove in vain to chase 
The secret sense of grief. But there was one 
Of modest mien, and pensive, downcast eye, 
And quiet spirit, cheerful, vet not gay ; 
Who sometimes met bim in the festive ball, 
And gently drew bim with a cord unseen 
To shun the mirthful crowd. There was a calm 
And soothing influence in her placid looks, 
That, like the smile of innocence, could cheer 
When mirth had tried in vain. Such is the calm 
That weary mortals prove, when from the strife 
And tumult of the day retir'd, comes on 
The pensive twilight hour, when not a cloud 
Obscures the beauty of the blue serene, 
And bright celestial orbs look down from hig! 
As if with nobler thoughts U inspire the soul. 
These interviews repeated oft, be felt 
A tender friendship in his bosom rise, 
Like the soft radiance of the latter spring, 
When brightening into summer. Then he sang 
Upon his lyre, the virtues and the charms 
Of young Serena. But the modest fair 
Disceru’d not that for her was meaat the strain, 
And he, unconscious that so much he lov'd, 
Still thought no earthly fair should sway his hear! 
The muse alone the mistress of his soul. 
But there were seasous when the muse no more 
Could chase the gloom of care, or’shed the light 
Of gladness o’er his brow. Ob! then one glance 
From those mild-beaming eyes, could more impart; 
Of heartfeN bliss than poesy’s bright dreams 
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Or the sweet music of the world’s applause. 
This was a feeling different from the fire 

In vouthful bosoms kindled, by the blaze 

Of personal charms.—Less wild and passionate, 
But not less deep. The one like earth-born fires 
That crown the summit of some lofty peak, 
Now bursting into fame, now wrapt in gloom ; 
The other like pure Luna’s milder beams, 
Caught from the source of universal light, 

And shedding beauty o’er the loneliest hours. 
At length upon a rural festival, 

The bards contended for a wreath of bays; 
When Edwin sang the charms of innocence, 
And youth, and virtue, and received the prize. 
The world applauded, but there was one smile, 
That more than their applause delighted him— 
For then, he first with joyful eye beheld 

The sweet expression of that hidden flame 


Which since has brightened more and more, and sheds } 


A halo of pure light around two hearts 
Melted by love, and blended into one. 


ALEXIS. 
Oh! there is rapture in a fame like this! 
We were not placed on earth to tread alone 
This varied scene of mingled cares and joys ; 
But as yon beauteous moon our globe attends, 
Through the long journey of a trackless sky, 
Receiving each, and each dispensing light, 
Drawn from one fountain of unceasing day; 
So man and woman were designed to move 
In beauteous concert through the path of life, 
Enlightening and enlighten’d—while they keep 
In the bright orbit of celestial love. 





LINES, 


| On a distant view of Put-in-Bay Island, Lake Erie, on which the gai- 
| lant men who fell in “ Perry's Victory” were buried. 


Ub! sleep, ye brave—still calmly sleep 
Upon the bosom of yon verdant isle ; 
Sweet wild flowers o'er your graves shall weep, 
And brightest tbere the moonbeam smile. 
The breeze of heaven your dirge shall sing, 
The emerald billows round ye roll, 
Till earth forgets her joyous spring, 
And fame no more inspires the soul, 
Sleep on, ye brave—from placid skies 
Looks down io loveliness each sparkling star, 
While Fancy bears the murmurs rise, 
That bear your glorious names afar, 
The startling din of battle bush’d, 
Peace slambers on the lulling wave ; 
Soft clouds, by evening's splendour flush'd, 
Glide shadowy o’er the sailor’s grave. 
Meet is the scene, ye gallant men ! 
To grace the free-born'feto’s hallow’d rest ; 
Green isles are mirrer’d in the main, 
And glory fills the glowing west. 
The unfading cedars stately stand 
As guardians of these lonely shores , 
While, emblem of your native land, 
Strong aiid unbound the eagle soars. 
And oft, while gliding slowly by, 
When, floating graceful on the summer al. 
Your country’s standard streams on high, 
Shall freemen breathe the fervent prayer, 
Dut here shall tears be never shed, 
Save the warm tears of manly pride ; 
Tor triumph decks the honour’d bed 
Of those who for their country died ! 





STANZAS. 

Qh ! woman's pure devotion 
Hath ofttimes found a grave 

As sailors whom yon ocean 
O’erwhelms beneath its wave ; 

And what though madly driven 
To close life’s sad career; 

Oh ! finds she not in heaven 
That rest denied her here” 

I've seen the wild-rose perish, 
And shrink before the blast: 

And her whom man should cherish, 
Upon the wide world cast: 

And she to whom he plighted 
His vows, as false as fair, 

Like that lone wild-rose blighted. 
An offering to despair. 

The heart long worn with sorrow 
Finds kindred in its grief: 

The sun that shines to-morrow, 
Shines not for its relief: 

And what though madly driven 


LORENZO. 
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THE PRESENT HOUR. 
Why should we not one blushing flower 
From pleasure’s garland steal ? 
Why should we not employ the hour 
To prove the love we feel? 
Why should the bud in silence blow, 
And idly waste its sweet ? 


Why should we not those raptures know, 


Which only time can cheat ? 


Nay, press the lip, and drink the sighs 
Which flow from beauty’s press ; 
Oh seize each rapture ere it flies, 
And nature’s power confess. 


Why should we not employ the bliss 
Which gilds the present hour ? 
Why should we not, with ardent kiss, 

Cheat sorrow of its power ? 


Love is the wine—from beauty’s grape, 
In nature’s vintage prest ; 

‘' The present hour's,” the rosy glass, 
And man—the happy guest. 





THE FLOWER OF FRIENDSHIP. 
List how mournfully the breeze 

Sighs amid yon leafless trees, 
Gently now—now rising high, 
It sweeps along the dark’ning sky. 
See those branches, rude and bare, 
That in summer looked so fair, 
And their yellow leaves are found 
Strew'd upon the frosty ground— 
Methinks the hollow, murmuring blast 
Tells me that the summer’s past— 
Tells me that the winter's nigh— 
Tells me all that lives must die. 
Is there nought can pleasure give— 
Is there nought that will outlive 
‘Phe yaging storm and chilly blast, 


Moness: 


ndshine more bright when winter's past 


Yes—Friendship is the social flower 
That will outlive the wintry power ; 

It droops not when the beat of June 
Beats down intense at pitch of noon ; 
It fades not when the summer’s past ; 
It dies not in the wintry blast ; 

The frosts of age it does not fear, 

But blooms alike throughout the year. 
So when misfortunes on us crowd, 


And wintry storms our prospects shroud 


A social friend imparts a joy 
That ruthless time can ne'er destroy—_ 
The bond of friendship lasts forever, 


Nor time, nor age that bond can sever. D. | } 





EVENING. 


When the closing day has smiled a soft farewell, 
And night-dews bathe each flowret’s drooping bel! 
When all is still, even winds and waves serenc, 
And mystic shadows glide along the green ; 

The placid eve, the balmy, whispering gale, 

Bids musing love and downy peace prevail. 

How sweet to rove from care’s intrusion free ; 
Lost in a dream of sportive fantasy ; 

And lightly soaring on the plumes of thought, 

To gaze on scenes that Fancy’s pencil wrought 
Hail! Evening’s sweet and mildiy pensive star: 
Brightly thou beamest o'er night’s dusky car ; 

O! how | love thy visionary hour, ; 
Stealing around with soul-subduing power. 
There, too, enchantress of the ebon throne, 
Mother of dreams! thy sovereign power I own; 
While the bright clouds like watered drapery res! 
Or fringed with silver, deck thy azure vest ; 

Thy quivering light be mine, whose pensive beams 
Dance to the cadence of the chrystal streams, 

©! then retired fragp the noisy throng, 

I'll listen to the night-hird’s sweetest song; 

While memory fond shall bid those scenes appear, 
Affection baliows with her tenderest tear, 

And the warm heart, to each fine feeling truc, 
Lives o'er each hour, and feels each joy anew. 


ELOis A 
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